tned to write it up His daily handling of telegrams, with
their terse style, had taught him nothing It had three
headings on top, Toor ladf>, in the middle, CA Buddhist
monk in Pans9, at the bottom, 'In Brother Vahindra's
garret'
Cendrars had marked a passage
'In 1920 the persecuted monk became the spiritual ad-
viser of Baron Ungern, who for the time being was master
of Mongolia Ossendowski has drawn a staking portrait
of him in Beasts, Men and God*
'Just before his death the Baron said to Vahmdra
* "I have a son in Esthoma, in such-and-such a place
Seek him out, and bring him up in the Buddhist religion "
'Impassively, Baron Ungern's son proceeded to trans-
late this extraordinary story *
The mere mention of Ossendowski's name was in itself
pretty suspicious Still, I was bound to see this Buddhist
monk, who called himself the spiritual adviser of a man
who had never taken advice from anybody except the
Japanese General Staff
Brother Vahmdra lived in a shabby lodging-house near
the Place Maubcrt not far away from the hotel in which
the European Bureau of the Kuommtang, installed in two
cramped back rooms, was at the moment busy betraying
the Chinese revolution
I went up a whitewashed staircase, fiom which the
paint was scaling off It was so crooked that I had to hold
on to the banister The treads groaned under my feet
I stopped at a door
At first I could hear nothing Then I made out wheezy
breathing, interrupted by the creaking of a bed I de-
cided to knock Almost at once there sounded an uncer-
tain, colourless voice reciting something I knocked again
'Come in', said the same voice, stopping its reading. I
turned the handle
A tall man stood in the middle of the room, looking